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THE subject of this paper was chosen under the spell

of the interest aroused by an address given at the

Alliance Francaise on "The Schoolmaster in French

Classical Drama." That dry figure of prodigious learning,

or lacking that, of prodigious pretence of it, which the

lecturer of the evening had portrayed for us with delightful

humour and skill made one wonder what sort of figure

our profession cuts in our own literature. Do we too

forever indulge in " words of learned length and thunder-

ing sound "? Are we in any way like our German brother

of the enormous spectacles and short-sighted vision, who
calls a work in some two or three ponderous volumes

"An Introduction to the Study of ," and whose
absentmindedness enlivens many a German comedy? This

type gives rise to the delightful tale,—apocryphal, of

course,—of the lady who said to her partner at a dinner-

table: "But, professor, you cannot have forgotten me.

Why you once asked me to marry you !" "Ah," said the

professor, courteously, "and did you, madam?"
The chief difficulty which then seemed to present

itself was to find material. A consultation with memory
resulted in the decision that evidently the profession had
made but little impression, as previous reading revealed

very few teachers. Of course there were in Dickens the

old schoolmaster who befriended little Nell and her grand-

father, and the awful Squeers, under whose head-master-

ship Nicholas Nickleby began his instruction of youth.

Then came the schoolmaster in "The Deserted Village,"

the one who is made immortal by the lines:

"if severe in aught

The love he bore to learning was at fault."

"Tom Brown at Rugby" must show the figure of

the great Arnold at least, and perhaps some others of

his staff. Ian Maclaren offered some four or five wonder-

ful portraits in "Young Barbarians" and "Beside the

Bonnie Briar Bush." Were there any others? These

did not seem enough to justify embarking on the subject,



but perhaps with the help of the schoolmistresses in "Jane
Eyre" and elsewhere it might be done.

A beginning was made and the schoolteachers began

then to come forth from their hiding-places. Friends un-

earthed them, they started from between the covers

of volume after volume, likely or unlikely. The title

changed from "The Schoolteacher in English Litera-

ture" to "The Schoolteacher in English Fiction/' thus

shutting out drama and poetry. Still on they came. The
schoolmistress had to be dismissed from the picture and

the whole scene turned over to the schoolmaster. Before

her exclusion, however, she had already given assurance

that she would prove a most interesting subject of study.

Her character ranges all the way from the "small, shining,

neat, methodical and buxom" Miss Peecher of "Our
Mutual Friend," who, Dickens says, was "a little pin-

cushion, a little housewife, a little book, a little workbox,

a little set of tables and weights and measures, and a

little woman all in one," to that impressive figure of

Lysistrata, the Power-Mistress-General of the cabinet,

portrayed in Shaw's "The Apple Cart." That firm-

minded woman turns upon one of her colleagues with

the devastating remark:

"When will you learn, Nicobar, that it is no use

trying to browbeat me. I began life as a schoolmistress;

and I can browbeat any man in this Cabinet or out of it

if he is fool enough to try to compete with me in that

department."

Note the date,—about 1975.

The title then became "The Schoolmaster in English

Fiction," and once again it must be owned that even that

has had to be abandoned. To deal with it adequately

would require a time and skill far beyond any that I can

bring to the task. In fact as one thinks of the variety of

characters presented, the varieties of schools they repre-

sent, the multiplicity of their relationships to human life

both in school and out, one rather doubts if it can be

done at all,—which is something of a comfort, when one

has to face the fact that one cannot do it. Accordingly,



our subject has shrunk to "Some Schoolmasters in English

Fiction," and with that we shall begin. They may not

be the most typical of their epoch, they will not illustrate

an evolution of the whole profession, they are perhaps

not the best nor the worst that could be found. All we
can say for them is that they seemed interesting, and

appeared to possess something of reality.

A little less than one hundred years ago, Dickens,

Thackeray, George Eliot, were all drawing those mar-

vellous pictures of the society of the day to which we
still turn with eager interest. Let us begin with a very

brief portrait from "Pendennis."
" It was at the close of the forenoon school, and Pen

had been unnoticed all the previous part of the morning

till now, when the Doctor put him on to construe in a

Greek play. He did not know a word of it, though little

Timmins, his form-fellow, was prompting him with all

his might. Pen had made a sad blunder or two—when
the awful chief broke out upon him.

Tendennis, sir!' he said, 'your idleness is incorrigible

and your stupidity beyond example. You are a disgrace

to your school, and to your family, and I have no doubt

will prove so in after-life to your country. If that vice,

sir, which is described to us as the root of all evil, be

really what moralists have represented (and I have no

doubt of the correctness of their opinion), for what a pro-

digious quantity of future crime and wickedness are you,

unhappy boy, laying the seed! Miserable trifler! A boy
who construes 8e "and" instead of 8e "but," at sixteen

years of age, is guilty not merely of folly, and ignorance,

and dullness inconceivable, but of crime, of deadly crime,

of filial ingratitude, which I tremble to contemplate. A
boy, sir, who does not learn his Greek play cheats his

parent who spends money for his education. A boy who
cheats his parent is not very far from robbing or forging

upon his neighbour. A man who forges on his neighbour

pays the penalty of his crime at the gallows. And it is

not such a one that I pity (for he will deservedly be cut

off) ; but his maddened and heart-broken parents, who are

driven to a premature grave by his crimes, or, if they



live, drag on a wretched and dishonoured old age. Go
on, sir, and I warn you that the very next mistake that

you make shall subject you to the punishment of the rod.

Who's that laughing? What ill-conditioned boy is there

that dares to laugh?' shouted the Doctor."

Pendennis's uncle has come to take him home as his

father is seriously ill. The Doctor's harangue comes
therefore to a sudden end and the sight of the Major's

card with this ominous announcement produces a change

in his summing up of Pendennis's character.
" There is nothing serious, I hope,' said the Doctor.

' It is a pity to take the boy away unless there is. He is

a very good boy, rather idle and unenergetic, but he is a

very honest, gentlemanlike little fellow, though I can't

get him to construe as I wish.'"

Even in the slightness of the outline, the sparing of

detail, we see the dignified old classicist to whom the

subject is everything, the pupil very little, but whose
humanity of nature would make impossible any organized

cruelty towards a child. The really great teacher must
possess two qualities,—a love of his subject, and a love

of youth. No teacher can teach successfully a subject

in whose value he does not believe, nor can he instruct a

group of pupils in whom he is not interested. Good
teaching is an intensely human occupation, demanding

great powers of heart as well as of head.

We laugh at Thackeray's little sketch of a school-

room scene, because in spite of the Doctor's somewhat

extravagant prognostication^ of woe there is no malice in

his heart, only the fret of the artist at the blundering of

a novice,—a feeling we have all known, and one which

has made us burst forth at times with like prophecies of

the delinquent's future, stopping short probably of the

gallows and the broken-hearted parents only because our

sense of proportion still lives even in our wrath.

But when we turn to Dickens, we read with a sort

of fury which makes us forget to laugh at times. In all

that gallery of portraits there is only one who shows any

heart, any love for the small pilgrim on life's highway,

—

the poor old schoolmaster in " The Old Curiosity Shop."



We gather that he imparted but little, his days being

full of dog-eared primers in the hands of youths "with a

remarkable capacity for totally abstracting their minds

from the work on which their eyes were fixed." (A capa-

city, I may remark in passing, by no means confined to

Dickens' day.) But he had qualities at least of heart.

His little sick scholar, on the brink of the other world,

throws his arms about his neck, "crying out that he was

his dear friend
;

" it was his pale kind face that emboldened

the weary, timid Nell to approach him with a plea for

direction; he shared with her and her grandfather his

meagre food and shelter, and it was he who pronounced

the benediction upon her head, when she lay in her last

sleep, the eager, hard-driven little heart all quiet at last.

—Not a great teacher, no, but a lovable human being,

at least.

From him we turn to the others,—that stony-hearted

adorer of "facts," Mr. Gradgrind, and his second in com-
mand, Mr. M'Choakumchild; the brutal, rapacious, ignor-

ant Mr. Wackford Squeers; the dapper Mr. Bradley

Headstone, "who could do mental arithmetic mechani-

cally, sing at sight mechanically, blow various wind in-

struments mechanically, even play the church organ

mechanically ;" the insensitive Dr. Blimber, with his

system for forcing the young plants confided to his hot-

house school and his utter inability to see that they are

dying under his very eyes, until some heavy pain-racked

little body refuses to obey its child owner, and even Dr.

Blimber has to call a halt in his favorite regime of "Bring

him on, bring him on!"; the ferocious Mr. Creakle, who
lived up to his own description of himself as a Tartar,

who wallowed in thrashings and humiliations, and who
fascinated his young charges as does an ogre. They are

a heart-sickening crew, and an evening spent on them
leaves one with a feeling of nausea, and a cry of: "Can
it be that such things ever were?"

The picture may be exaggerated, for Dickens was
writing with a purpose, but we are forced to believe that

in the main it was true. Maurois, writing of Dr. Keate,

Headmaster of Eton in Shelley's time, speaks of him as



"that terrible little man, who considered thrashing a
necessary station on the road to all moral perfection and
who finished his sermons by saying: 'Be charitable, boys,

or I shall thrash you until you are.

'

" Still more illuminat-

ing is the incident of the boxing match which proved so

violent that a boy remained dead on the floor. Keate
came and viewed the corpse and said: "This is too bad,

but I am especially anxious that a pupil of Eton be ready

to give blow for blow."

Arnold was even then exercising his wholesome influ-

ence at Rugby, "zealous, beneficent, firm/' and was al-

ready showing that boys could respond to other influences

than bullying and thrashing, but the reign of the Grad-

grinds, the Creakles, the Squeers, the Blimbers was still

in full swing. They had no understanding of children, in-

deed they would have scorned to have, regarding them as

their " natural enemies." Many of them had little or no
learning of any kind. The Squeers and the Creakles were

brutal because they really loved torturing the weak, Dr.

Blimber was cruel because of his ignorance of a child's

physical and mental capacity, while Mr. Gradgrind was a
man of no emotional capacity whatever and sure that

the world would be better without it. They made their

living out of their small victims, so it was quite to be

expected that meagre fare and all lack of physical care

and comfort would be the order of the day.

As to their teaching, it was not of an inspiring nature,

as might be expected. Dr. Blimber's system with Paul

Dombey, a child of six years, was to present him with a

pile of new books which the little creature found it im-

possible to carry all at once, even with his hand under

the bottom book and his other hand and his chin on the

top book. "They comprised a little English," says the

author, "and a deal of Latin—names of things, declensions

of articles and substantives, exercises thereon and pre-

liminary rules—a trifle of orthography, a glance at ancient

history, a wink or two at modern ditto, a few tables,

two or three weights and measures, and a little general

information." Naturally "when poor Paul had spelled

out number two, he found he had no idea of number one;



fragments whereof afterwards obtruded themselves into

number three, which slided into number four, which

grafted itself on to number two. So that whether twenty

Romuluses made a Remus, or hie haec hoc was troy

weight, or a verb always agreed with an ancient Briton,

or three times four was Taurus a bull, were open questions

with him."

"Oh, Dombey, Dombey!" said Miss Blimber to

whom the Doctor had committed him, "This is very

shocking."—Exactly what we say, but not in the same

sense as Miss Blimber.

Mr. Squeers' system is famous.

"'Now then, where's the first boy?' began the master

briskly, when faced by the class in English spelling and

philosophy.

'Please, sir, he's cleaning the back parlour window/

said the temporary head of the class.

1 So he is, to be sure/ rejoined Squeers. 'We go upon
the practical mode of teaching, Nickleby; the regular

education system. C-1-e-a-n, clean, verb active, to make
bright, to scour. W-i-n, win, d-e-r, der, winder a casement.

When a boy knows this out of the book, he goes and does

it. It's just the same principle as the use of the globes.

Where's the second boy? ;

'Please, sir, he's weeding the garden/ replied a small

voice.

'To be sure,' said Squeers, by no means disconcerted.

'So he is. B-o-t, bot, t-i-n, tin, bottin, n-e-y, ney, bot-

tinney, noun substantive, a knowledge of plants. When
he has learned that bottinney means a knowledge of

plants, he goes and knows 'em. That's our system,

Nickleby; what do you think of it?'

' It's a very useful one, at any rate/ answered Nicho-

las. (And in strict justice to Mr. Squeers, we of to-day

must own that there is something in that.)

'I believe you/ rejoined Squeers, not remarking the

emphasis of his usher. 'Third boy, what's a horse?'

'A beast, sir,' replied the boy.

'So it is,' said Squeers. 'Ain't it, Nickleby?'



'I believe there is no doubt of that, sir/ answered

Nicholas.

'Of course there isn't/ said Squeers. 'A horse is a

quadruped, and quadruped's Latin for beast, as every-

body that's gone through the grammar, knows, or else

where's the use of having grammars at all?'

'As you're perfect in that,' resumed Squeers, turning

to the boy, 'go and look after my horse, and rub him
down well, or I'll rub you down. The rest of the class

go and draw water up, till somebody tells you to leave

off, for it's washing-day to-morrow, and they want the

coppers filled.'"

It was this same problem of how to define a horse

which landed Miss Cecilia Jupe in difficulties with Mr.
Gradgrind of "Hard Times," that man of realities, of

facts and calculations. Mr. Gradgrind was a retired

wholesale hardware merchant, so sure that he knew the

education best suited to young people that he founded a

school to illustrate his theories. On occasion he even

deigned to demonstrate how this process of education

should be carried out.

On this particular day the misguided Miss Jupe had

made a bad start with the worshipper of facts by giving

her name as "Sissy," because, forsooth, her father called

her so, and then sank still deeper in his displeasure by
talking about horse-riding and the ring, as being her

father's occupations.

"'You mustn't tell us about the ring, here. Very

well, then. Describe your father as a horsebreaker. He
doctors sick horses, I dare say?'

'Oh yes, sir.'

'Very well, then. He is a veterinary surgeon, a

farrier, and horsebreaker. Give me your definition of a

horse.'

(Sissy Jupe thrown into the greatest alarm by this

demand.)

'Girl number twenty unable to define a horse!' said

Mr. Gradgrind. 'Girl number twenty possessed of no

facts, in reference to one of the commonest of animals!

Some boy's definition of a horse. Bitzer, yours.'

10



'Quadruped. Graminivorous. Forty teeth, namely
twenty-four grinders, four eye-teeth, and twelve incisive.

Sheds coat in the spring; in marshy countries sheds hoofs,

too. Hoofs hard, but requiring to be shod with iron. Age
known by marks in mouth.' Thus (and much more)

Bitzer.

'Now, girl number twenty/ said Mr. Gradgrind. 'You

know what a horse is.'"

Another enthusiast for the Gradgrind system now
steps forward.

" 'Very well/ said this gentleman, briskly smiling, and

folding his arms. 'That's a horse. Now, let me ask you
girls and boys. Would you paper a room with representa-

tions of horses?'

After a pause, one half of the children cried in chorus,

'Yes, Sir!' Upon which the other half , seeing in the gentle-

man's face that Yes was wrong, cried out in chorus, 'No,

Sir!'—as the custom is, in these examinations.
' Of course, No. Why wouldn't you?

'

A pause. One corpulent slow boy, with a wheezy
manner of breathing, ventured the answer, Because he

wouldn't paper a room at all, but would paint it.

'You must paper it,' said the gentleman, rather

warmly.

'You must paper it,' said Thomas Gradgrind, 'whe-

ther you like it or not. Don't tell us you wouldn't paper

it. What do you mean, boy?'

'I'll explain to you, then/ said the gentleman, after

another and a dismal pause, 'why you wouldn't paper a

room with representations of horses. Do you ever see

horses walking up and down the sides of rooms in reality

—in fact? Do you?'

'Yes, Sir!' from one half. 'No, Sir!' from the other.

'Of course, No,' said the gentleman, with an indig-

nant look at the wrong half. 'Why, then, you are not

to see anywhere, what you don't see in fact; you are not

to have anywhere, what you don't have in fact. What is

called Taste, is only another name for Fact.'"

Sissy Jupe now proceeds to disgrace herself still fur-

ther by owning that she would have representations of

11



flowers on a carpet, because they would be pictures of

what was very pretty and pleasant and she would fancy

But that settles it. She is told very firmly that she

must never fancy and sits down looking "as if frightened

by the matter-of-fact prospect the world affords."

Mr. M'Choakumchild now takes the class, and we
are favoured by Dickens with a detailed statement of his

qualifications.

"He and some one hundred and forty other school-

masters, had been lately turned at the same time, in the

same factory, on the same principles, like so many piano-

forte legs. He had been put through an immense variety

of paces, and had answered volumes of head-breaking

questions. Orthography, etymology, syntax, and prosody,

biography, astronomy,geography, and general cosmography,

the sciences of compound proportion, algebra, land-survey-

ing and levelling, vocal music, and drawing from models,

were all at the ends of his ten chilled fingers. ... He knew
all about the Water Sheds of the world, and all the histories

of all the peoples, and all the names of all the rivers

and mountains, and all the productions, manners, and

customs of all the countries, and all their boundaries and

bearings on the two-and-thirty points of the compass. Ah,

rather overdone, M'Choakumchild. If he had only learnt

a little less, how infinitely better he might have taught

much more!"

George Eliot's picture of the schoolmaster in "The
Mill on the Floss" is not so harsh, and her young hero,

Tom, is at least not abused if he is not much advanced

in learning by his master. Convinced that all the best

schoolmasters were of the clergy, Mr. Tulliver, at no

small sacrifice, settled his son with a reverend gentleman

named Stelling. Mr. Stelling had a natural aptitude for

teaching, but no conception of the delicacy and difficulty

of the task, no training whatever, nor indeed any thought

that any was needed. George Eliot's comments upon the

educational programmes of her day are well worth reading.

One scarcely knows what to quote from so much that is

good, but perhaps the following paragraph may serve our

purpose best:

12



"Tom Tulliver, then, compared with many other

British youths of his time who have since had to scramble

through life with some fragments of more or less relevant

knowledge, and a great deal of strictly relevant ignorance,

was not so very unlucky. Mr. Stelling was a broad-

chested healthy man, with the bearing of a gentleman, a

conviction that a growing boy required a sufficiency of

beef, and a certain hearty kindness in him that made him
like to see Tom looking well and enjoying his dinner; not

a man of refined conscience, or with any deep sense of

the infinite issues belonging to every-day duties; not

quite competent to his high offices; but incompetent

gentlemen must live, and without private fortune it is

difficult to see how they could all live genteelly if they had

nothing to do with education or government. Besides, it

was the fault of Tom's mental constitution that his

faculties could not be nourished on the sort of knowledge

Mr. Stelling had to communicate. A boy born with a

deficient power of apprehending signs and abstractions

must suffer the penalty of his congenital deficiency, just

as if he had been born with one leg shorter than the other.

A method of education sanctioned by the long practice of

our venerable ancestors was not to give way before the

exceptional dullness of a boy who was merely living at

the time then present. And Mr. Stelling was convinced

that a boy so stupid at signs and abstractions must be

stupid at everything else, even if that reverend gentleman

could have taught him everything else. It was the prac-

tice of our venerable ancestors to apply that ingenious

instrument the thumb-screw, and to tighten it and tighten

it in order to elicit non-existent facts; they had a fixed

opinion to begin with that the facts were existent, and
what had they to do but to tighten the thumb-screw? In

like manner, Mr. Stelling had a fixed opinion that all

boys with any capacity could learn what it was the only

regular thing to teach: if they were slow, the thumb-
screw must be tightened,—the exercises must be insisted

on with increased severity, and a page of Virgil be awarded

as a penalty, to encourage and stimulate a too languid

inclination to Latin verse."

13



Coming down much nearer to our own day we find

C. E. Montague, H. G. Wells, Arnold Bennett, and Hugh
Walpole in most discouraging agreement in their drab

pictures of the schoolmaster. No longer is he a ferocious

brute rejoicing in the pain he can inflict on those weaker

than himself. Now he is an automaton, teaching dead

"facts" a la Gradgrind, in which he is not interested to

squads of youths who interest him still less.

"They (the parents)," says Montague in "Rough
Justice," "would find means to arm their child against the

coming of the despoilers, the 'educators' who quenched

with their perpetual jets of dead tradition and routine

the delighted spirit of youth. Little had come of it all.

And what lifeless rubbish might Bron not be learning

to-day—to put in place of the fire and music and force

of his first natural speech? No doubt the usual dull jargon

of minds half-dead, the stuff that was imposed on any

living wits among the young, lest the half-dead be put

out of countenance."

Arnold Bennett is in entire agreement.

"He had received," says Bennett in " Clayhanger,"

bringing his youthful hero on the stage just as he is

leaving school, "in fact, 'a good education/ or even, as

some said, 'a thoroughly sound education'; assuredly as

complete an equipment of knowledge as could be obtained

in the county." He then proceeds to show in a series of

sarcastic paragraphs just how scrappy and how unrelated

to anything in real life that so-called sound education

was. Of his teachers not a word. Apparently they had

not impressed themselves upon his mind at all, not even

disagreeably. They were just nonentities, automata who
endeavoured to grind into the minds of their pupils the

unrelated facts of certain prescribed curricula. Not even

in English Literature, where surely if anywhere the

teacher has a chance to fan to life some vital flame had
any living contact been made. "He knew the meaning

of a few obsolete words in a few plays of Shakespeare. But
of the art of English Literature or of any other literature,

he had been taught nothing."

14



H. G. Wells lifts up his voice in complete harmony
in certain passages of "Joan and Peter." And yet Mr.

Wells began life as a schoolmaster and has enshrined his

own sons' teacher, "Sanderson of Oundle," among the

greatest of the earth.

Probably for that reason he allows Mr. Mackinder to

make the Apology of the Schoolmaster later on in "Joan

and Peter/' where under Oswald's sympathetic listening,

he says:

"This is the most difficult profession in the world and

the most important. Yet it is not studied; it has no
established practice; it is not endowed. Buildings are

endowed and institutions but not teachers. And in Great

Britain, in the schools of the classes that will own and

rule the country, ninety-nine per cent of the work was
done by unskilled workmen, by low-grade, genteel women
and young men

"I thought I could make a school different from all

other schools, and I found I had to make a school like

most other fairly good schools. I had to work for what
the parents required of me, and the ideas of the parents

had been shaped by their schools. I had never dreamt

of the immensity of the resistance these would offer to

constructive change. In this world there are incessant

changes, but most of them are landslides or epidemics. . . .

I tried to get away from stereotyping examinations. I

couldn't. I tried to get away from formal soul-destroying

religion. I couldn't. I tried to get a staff of real

assistants. I couldn't. I had to take what came. I had

to be what was required of me."

All this is bad enough but Hugh Walpole goes to still

lower depths. If any one wants to be thoroughly dis-

couraged with the teaching profession he has only to read

"Mr. Perrin and Mr. Traill." It concerns itself entirely

with teachers and the atmosphere it creates makes Mr.
Perrin's suicide at the close no surprise to any one.

"Get out of it, Traill, you fool!" cries an older

master to the newcomer. "You say, in a year's time.

Don't I know that? Do you suppose that I meant to

stay here forever when I came? .... You think you will

15



escape, but already the place has its fingers about you. . . .

You will be allowed no friends here, only enemies. . . .

You must not be friends with the Head, because then

we shall think you are spying on us. You must not be
friends with us, because then the Head will hear of it

and will immediately hate you because he will think that

you are conspiring against him. You must not be friends

with the boys, because then we shall all hate you and they

will despise you. You will be quite alone. You think that

you are going to teach with freshness and interest—you are

full of eager plans, new ideas. Every plan, every idea,

will be immediately killed. You must not have them

—

they are not good for examinations—you are trying to

show that you are superior The holidays come,

and you go out into the world to find that you are different

from all other men—to find that they know that you are

different. You are patronizing, narrow, egotistic. You
realize it slowly; you see them shunning you—and then

back you go again."

There are some pages of this and one gives a gasp

of relief to hear Birkland say, "Mind you—what I'm

saying does not apply to the first-class public school."

Nor, let us hope, to the day school either. But the

prophet of evil maintains that there are thousands of such

schools all over the country,
—

"places where the men are

underpaid, with no prospects, herded together, all of them
hating each other, wanting, perhaps, towards the end of

term, to cut each other's throats. Do you suppose," he

asks, tense with emotion, "that that is good for the boys

they teach?"

No wonder that Ian Hay in a delightful study known
as "The Lighter Side of School Life" says that "Mr.
Perrin and Mr. Traill" should not be read by school-

masters recovering from influenza.

One turns with a feeling of relief to Kipling's "Stalky

and Co." To be sure the chaplain does say, "Heigho,

ours is a dwarfing life,—a belittling life, my brethren. God
help all schoolmasters. They need it." Nevertheless, he

himself had not succumbed to the dwarfing. Stalky and

his friends bore witness to that.
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These young gentlemen, who often figure in the book

as "Number Five," the number of their study, had spent

some cautious years in testing the Reverend John, we are

told. "He was emphatically a gentleman. He knocked

at a study door before entering; he comported himself as

a visitor and not a strayed lictor; he never prosed, and

he never carried over into official life the confidences of

idle hours. Prout was ever an unmitigated nuisance;

King came solely as the avenger of blood; even little

Hartopp, talking natural history, seldom forgot his office;

but the Reverend John was a guest desired and beloved

by Number Five."

Why? They gave the answer themselves, "He was a

gentleman/ '—And no man who is not a gentleman should

be a schoolmaster. That answers the riddle of the sad

failures which darken the pages of Wells, Montague and
Bennett,—these third- and fourth-rate teachers were not

gentlemen, for money could not buy the holder of that

proud title from nature to continue in work for which

he was unmistakably unfit, and to submit to the humilia-

tions which must go with dealing with the youthful

savage, if untamed by love or respect for his teacher.

Further encouragement comes as one takes the por-

trait of the Head,—who was Head because, as Kipling

says, "he was a man more subtle than them all." Stalky

and Co. came into collision with him through some of

their mischievious pranks with a master who could not

defend himself.

"'You've been bothering Mr. Prout/ he said pen-

sively (ignoring all minor questions as to how and when
and why and where, and shutting the door securely in the

face of all the arguments and proofs and innocent airs

which Stalky and Co. could have indulged in for a plea-

sant hour or so) .
' Housemasters aren't here to be bothered

by boys more than is necessary. I don't like being bothered

by these things. You are bothering me. That is a very

serious offence. You see it?"

'Yes, sir.'

'Well, now, I purpose to bother you, on personal and
private grounds, because you have broken into my time.
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You are much too big to lick, so I suppose I shall have
to mark my displeasure in some other way. Say, a thou-

sand lines apiece, a week's gating, and a few things of

that sort. Much too big to lick, aren't you?'

'Oh no, sir/ said Stalky cheerfully; for a week's

gating in the summer term is serious.

'Very good. Then we will do what we can. I wish

you wouldn't bother me.'
"

The examination of shoulders later before the looking

glass in the lavatory proved that "the wales were very

red and very level. There was not a penny to choose

between any of them for thoroughness, efficiency, and a
certain clarity of outline that stamps the work of the

artist

' But look here, why aren't we wrathy with the Head?
He said it was a flagrant injustice. So it is!' said Beetle.

1 Dear man/ said McTurk; and vouchsafed no further

answer.

It was Stalky who laughed till he had to hold on to

the edge of a basin.

'You are a funny ass! What's that for?' said Beetle.

'I'm—I'm thinking of the flagrant injustice of it.'"

It is no surprise then to learn that in after years

the lads came back from the ends of the earth to visit

this man, and their attitude does one good to read:

"Chiefly, though, they talked with the Head, who
was father-confessor and agent-general to them all; for

what they shouted in their unthinking youth, they proved

in their thoughtless manhood—to wit, that the Prooshan

Bates was a 'downy bird.' Young blood who had stumb-

led into an entanglement with a pastry cook's daughter at

Plymouth; experience who had come into a small legacy

but mistrusted lawyers; ambition halting at cross-roads,

anxious to take the one that would lead him farthest;

extravagance pursued by the money-lender; arrogance

in the thick of a regimental row—each carried his trouble

to the Head; and Chiron showed him, in language quite

unfit for little boys, a quiet and safe way round, out, or

under. So they overflowed his house, smoked his cigars,
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and drank his health as they had drunk it all the earth

over when two or three of the old school had foregathered."

No question of this man's vocation. He loves his

boys and his work; he is a real schoolmaster, and young

England is the better for coming in contact with him.

He calls to mind some words of Ian Maclaren's in

"Young Barbarians.

"

" The headmaster of a certain great English school is

accustomed to enlarge in private on the secret of boy
management, and this is the sum of his wisdom—Be kind

to the boy, and he will despise you; put your foot on

his neck, and he will worship you. This deliverance must,

of course, as its eminent author intends, be read with

sense, and with any modification it must be disappointing

to philanthropists, but it is confirmed by life

Let a man of masculine character and evident ability set

himself to rule and drill boys, holding no unnecessary

converse with them, working them to the height of their

powers, insisting on the work being done, not fearing to

punish with severity, using terrible language on occasion,

dealing with every boy alike without favour or partiality,

giving rare praise with enthusiasm, and refraining always

from mocking sarcasm—which boys hate and never for-

give—and he will have his reward. They will rage against

him in groups on the playing fields and as they go home
in companies, but ever with an intense appreciation of his

masterliness; they will recall with keen enjoyment his

detection of sneaks and his severity on prigs; they will

invent a name for him to enshrine his achievements, and
pass it down to the generation following; they will dog

his steps on the street with admiration, all the truer be-

cause mingled with awe. And the very thrashings of such

a man will be worth the having, and become the subject

of boasting in after years."

Kipling is not the only one who has seen this ideal

walking the earth, and clothed in flesh. Ernest Raymond's
"Radley," in "Tell England," belongs to the same goodly

company.
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The tall splendid figure, the stern sense of justice and
dignity, the loyalty to his fellow-teachers, but with it

the loyalty to his boys if he thought them unjustly

accused, the understanding of the temptations of school

life, the high standard of conduct set as an ideal,

—

all

these appealed to the lads and made them his faithful

followers and worshippers.

A time of sore trial reveals to the boy all at once as

by a flash of inspiration the secret of his power:

"His feeling for all boys as he gazed down on them
from his splendid height, was love,—a strong, active love.

We were young, human things, of soft features gradually

becoming firmer as of shallow characters gradually deep-

ening. And he longed to be in it all—at work in the

deepening. We were his hobby." Radley had the root

of the matter in him.

Nowhere does this ideal shine more clearly than in

Maclaren's own masterpiece of drawing,
—

"Bulldog,"

master of Mathematics and Writing in the Muirtown
Grammar School for fifty-eight years. For all that space

of time he reigned like Augustus Caesar, dealing with

fathers and sons and sons' sons with the same even-handed

justice,—stern, inflexible, unbending, but regal in every

act. His lads, scattered over the face of the earth, re-

member with love and gratitude the days spent in his

class-room where were taught not only mathematics, but

the great virtues of life and manhood.

"And we all praise famous men—
Ancients of the College;

For they taught us common sense—
Tried to teach us common sense—
Truth and God's own Common Sense

Which is more than knowledge."

His boys did not say it thus in singing phrase but that

is what their conversation meant when the wheel of life

turning brought together in after years the railway presi-

dent and the big banker and the corn merchant who as

little lads had struggled with their writing and mathe-

matics under the eye of that great man.



The prayer with which he opened the day's work was

characteristic: "Lord, deliver the laddies before Thee

from lying, cheating, cowardice and laziness which are as

the devil. Be pleased to put common sense in their heads,

and Thy fear in their hearts, and give them grace to be

honest men all the days of their life."

"A purpose-like prayer," remarks one of his old

students, "an' a' never heard a better, lads; he walkit

up to his words, did Bulldog, an' he did his work well."

He would have nodded a grim assent to the advice

offered by the "Head" to a new-comer, as described by

Ian Hay in "The Lighter Side of School Life."

" 'Have you any theories about the teaching of boys?'

asked the Head.

'None, whatever/ replied Arthur Robinson frankly.

'Good! There is only one way to teach boys. Keep

them in order; don't let them play the fool or go to sleep;

and they will be so bored that they will work like niggers

merely to pass the time. That's education in a nutshell.

Good-night!'
"

His punctuality was unvarying, his attention to duty

was superhuman in the eyes of his boys.

"It was firmly believed," says Maclaren, "that for

the last fifty years—and some said eighty, but that was

poetry—Bulldog had entered his class-room every morn-

ing, except on Saturdays, Sundays, and holidays, at 8.50,

and was ready to begin work at the stroke of nine. There

was a pleasant story that in the days of our fathers

there had been such a fall of snow and so fierce a wind

that the bridge had been drifted up, and no one could

cross that morning from the other side. The boys from

the south side of the town had brought the news of the

drift to the school, and the earlier arrivals, who had come
in hope of a snow-fight, were so mightily taken with

the news that they hurried to the Muirtown end of the

bridge to look at the drift, and danced with joy at the

thought that on the other side Bulldog was standing,
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for once helpless and dismayed When they were

weary celebrating the event, and after a pleasant en-

counter with a hastily organized regiment of message

boys, the eager scholars sauntered along to the school,

skirmishing as they went For the pure joy of it

they opened the door of the mathematical class-room,

merely to see how it looked when Bulldog was not there,

and found that estimable teacher at his desk, waiting to

receive them with bland courtesy. Some said he had
stayed in Muirtown all night, anticipating that drift,

others that he had climbed over it in the early morning,

before Muirtown was awake; but it was found out after-

wards that he had induced old Duncan Rorison, the

salmon-fisher, to ferry him across the flooded river, that

it took them an hour to reach the Muirtown side, and
that they both had been nearly drowned in the adventure.

'Come in, my boys/ was all that he said. 'Ye're a

little late, but the roads are heavy this morning. Come
to the fire, and warm yir hands before ye begin yir work.

It's a fine day for mathematics/ and Mr. McGuffie

senior used to tell his son with much relish that their

hands were warmed.'

'

But behind all this mask of formality, this iron-clad

exterior, there was the tender heart which loved "his

little fiddlers," as he called them, which returned from

the shadow of the grave because they needed him, which

gloried in their successes, and followed their careers the

world around. His stern discipline meant no lack of love;

indeed it was quite the contrary, for it sprang from an

earnest belief in the maxim which he wrote at the head

of each beginner's copy-book "in full text and something

better than copper-plate:" "He that spareth his rod

hateth his son." He believed in his work, he believed

in his boys, and he was a gentleman,—a really great

teacher.

One portrait more and we are done. I met him

first, not in fiction, but on the stage, and I make no

apology for dealing with him there, rather than in the
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fiction where he originated. Doubtless many here to-day

saw him too, and rejoiced that the profession which we
call ours could claim him. I refer to the schoolmaster

in " Journey's End." From the moment of his entrance,

tall, thin, with a fine head and close-cropped, iron-grey

hair, he dominates the scene with quiet persistence.

There are no heroics,—just the ordinary incidents of

every day life at a comparatively inactive time in the

trenches,—and yet this man's serene poise, his utter for-

getfulness of self, shine in every quiet word and actand look.

He can deal with the careless Hardy with good humour,

with the school-boy officer Raleigh with kindly interest,

with the somewhat unpolished diamond Trotter with

good comradeship, with his over-driven nerve-racked

young captain with respectful helpfulness. He jars upon
no one in no matter what mood; he understands every-

thing and every man can talk to him as man to man.
" You'll find the other officers call me 'Uncle'" he says

to the boy Raleigh who falls at once under that spell,

the most potent in the world,—the spell of utter self-

lessness.

They are to go out together on a dangerous errand,

the older man and the boy. There is no lovelier scene

in literature than those few pages which chronicle the

man's attempt to keep the boy's mind off the coming
crisis in the few minutes left to them. They talk of home,
of walks and streams and woods and the New Forest

and the Roman Road from the coast to London, and
even of dinner with chicken and champagne and cigars.

It is time to go.

"I'm glad it's you and I together, Raleigh," says

Osborne, divining just what to say, just what that boy
heart would want to know.

"Are you—really?"
"Yes."

"So am I—awfully."

"We must put up a good show."

"Yes, rather!"



There is a short pause.

"Let's go along, shall we?"
"Righto."

With a farewell to Stanhope's batman who rushes

out to wish them luck they go up the steps together

into the pale evening sun, the lad crowding a little close

to the older man.

In the silence that follows we can hear our hearts

saying: "Blessed is the profession that can produce such

a man and make such a relationship possible between

youth and experience. Happy the youth that comes under

such an influence." He will not return, we know, but

that influence, which touches with tender glow the

few hours remaining to the dazed and broken lad who
stumbles back to us presently, will live in all the other

lives he has helped to mould,—an undying loveliness.

Could we ask for any finer tribute to our profession

than this portrait of a man who was a schoolmaster?
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